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The Tragedy 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates that fall out, 

I fhaking out that which you haue pild from me • 

Which of. you tremble not that loo ke on me ? 

Tf not, that I being Queene , you bow like i'ubie&s. 
Yet that by you difpofd , you quake like rebels : 

0 gentle villaine , doe not turneaway. 

CIo. Fonle wrinkled witch,vvhat mak’ It thou in rr>y fight? 
Mar. But repiticion of what thou halt mard. 
That will I make , before I let thee goe ' 

A husband and a fonne thou.oweft mto me,- 
And thou a kingdome all of you alleagence : 

The forrow that I haue by right is yours j 
And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

(]le, Thecurfe my noble father layd on# thee. 

When thou didft Crownehis warlike browes with paper ’ 
And with thy (come drew riuers from his eyes. 

And then to drie them , gaff ft the Duke a clout 
Steept in the^lood of pritty Rut lard 
His curies then from biternelfe of foule, 

Denounc’d againft thee , at^fallen vpon thee, xli 
And God , not we , hath plagued thy bloody deed. 
ghi; So iuftisGod to rite the innocent. 

Haft. O twas the foulelfdeed to (lay that Babe 
.And the moft mcrcilelfe thateuer was heard of. * 

R*. Tyrants thcmfelues wept when it was reported, 
T>orf. No man but prophefied reuenge for it. 

'Rue. Northumberland then prefent, wept to feeit. 
gJMar. What ? were you fnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 

And turne- you now, your hatred now on me ? 

Did Torkjts dread curfcpreuaile lb much with heauen, 

1 hat Henries death my louely Edwards death, 

T heir Kingdomes loll my woefull banhhment, 3 

Could all but anlwere for thatpecuilh brat ? ■* 

Can ciu fes pearce the Clouds", and enter heauen ; 
Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quickecurfcs-s 
Tf not by warre, by furfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 
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>«•" 0/ Richard the Third. 

fonne, which now i s Prince of Wales y 
InEdJ^d my fonne, which was the Prince of Wr/e/, 
niU in his youth by like untimely violence, 

SSfclfca aueene, for me that wasaQueene, 
oiii-lhiethy. glory, like my wretched lelfe : 

? 0 J mayl/thoii liue to waile thy childrens Ioffe, 

Sd lee another, as! fee thee now ^ • 

L peck in thy gl^ry.as thou art fia.ld m mine: 

['Long dye thy happy’ dayes before thy death. 

And after many lengthned houres of gnefe, 

nye nevther mother, wite^or Stands d ueene, 
l Riuers and T>ur/cr,you were danders by , 

And fo waft thou Lord Bajhngs, when my tonne 
: Was ftabd with bloody daggers , God I pray him. 

That none of you, may liue your naturall age. 

But by fome vrriookt accident cut oft. 

G//. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 

QMxr. And leaue outthee?ftay dog for thou (hall heare 
If heauen haue any gricuous plague in ftore, (me. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wifti vpon thee : 

. 0 let them keepe it till thy (innes be dpe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The worme of confcience ftill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fulpedt for traytors whilft thou liueft. 

And take deepe traytors for thy deareft friends^ 
Nofleepeclole vp thedeadly eyes of thine, 

Vnlelfe it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee with-a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou efuifh markt, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuity 
The flaue of nature, and the fonne of hell. 

Thou flander of thy mothers heauy wombe, 

.Thou loathed iffue of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted, &c. 

Glo . Alargret* 

> QjWar* Richard. Glo • Ha ? 

Q: Mar. I call thee not. 

C/o.Then cry thee mercy : for T had thought#^ 
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